The Quest For Mars
Written by Pete Harper – peteharper@hotmail.com
EXT. SUPERMARKET. DAY.

HENRY SULLIVAN, an elderly gentleman in a shabby coat, tatty hat and a scarf that’s seen better days, is PLODDING towards the supermarket entrance.

   HENRY (V.O.)
  Hello.  This is me, Henry Sullivan.  I’m just on my way to the supermarket.
INT. SUPERMARKET. DAY.

Henry enters the supermarket and greets the SECURITY GUARD as he walks past the MONITOR STATION.

   HENRY
  Hello Bill.

   BILL
  Good morning, Henry.
Henry takes his SHOPPING LIST from his pocket and gestures to Bill.
   HENRY (V.O.)
  I generally make it down here twice a week; once for the essentials and then again if I really need anything.
Bill nods at Henry, who collects a basket and continues into the store.

INT. SUPERMARKET - BAKERY. DAY.

As Henry approaches the bakery counter, he SNIFFS the air.  He examines the rack of bread rolls, cakes and pastries.  
   HENRY (V.O.)
  Ah, nothing like the smell of fresh bread in the morning.

Henry SIGHS and turns towards the PRE-PACKED LOAVES.
   BAKER
  Alright, Henry?

A young BAKER appears from between the ovens holding a LARGE GRANARY BLOOMER.  Henry turns and smiles.  UNHEARD, the Baker and Henry exchange a few words.
   HENRY (V.O.)
  Ah, this is Luke.  I suggested that he should give his new girlfriend some flowers.  The old ones work the best
Henry appears to be reluctant to take the BLOOMER but Luke gestures at the REDUCED TICKET over the original price.

   HENRY (V.O.)

  Ah, he’s a good lad; my pension wouldn’t normally extend to one of these!
Henry places the loaf in his basket and moves off.  He visits the JAM aisle, passing the EXOTIC PRESERVES and chooses the OWN BRAND JAM.
   HENRY (V.O.)
  Gwen used to like treating herself -
Down another aisle, Henry selects INDUSTRIAL STRENGTH TOILET PAPER along with some OWN BRAND SOAP.

   HENRY (V.O.) (cont.)
  - but I don’t have fancy tastes, I just like to get by.
Consulting his SHOPPING LIST one last time, he heads for the CHECK OUT.

INT. SUPERMARKET - CHECK OUT. DAY.

Henry’s items are being scanned.  He fishes out an OLD SHOPPING BAG from his jacket and fills it.  The CHECK OUT ATTENDANT scans the last item and rings up the total.

   CHECK OUT ATTENDANT
  That’ll be £2.13 please.

Henry reaches into his jacket and pulls out his worn WALLET.  He counts out the money, all in SMALL COINS.
   HENRY
  Here you go.  Sorry about the small change.

The Check Out Attendant smiles, re-counts the coins, puts them in the till and hands Henry his receipt.

   CHECK OUT ATTENDANT
  Have a nice day.

Henry collects his shopping bag and heads out the store.

EXT. SHOPPING PRECINCT. DAY

On his walk home, Henry passes a small SHOPPING PRECINCT. 
   HENRY (V.O.)
  That supermarket is a wonder.  It’s a bit further out but the wee shops round here just aren’t -

Henry stops mid-sentence outside the CHIP SHOP.  In the WINDOW, a SIGN is being put up that reads: ‘SPECIAL OFFER, DEEP FRIED MARS BARS, £1 TODAY ONLY’
   HENRY
  Deep fried...?...

His eyes glaze slightly.  Without realising, his free hand moves to his jacket pocket.

   HENRY (V.O.)
  I used to love a Mars when I was a lad.

He picks out his WALLET and gives it a SHAKE.  A few coins RATTLE but what denomination are they and how many?  He unzips the top and empties the contents into his hand.  There can barely be 20p in COPPERS and SMALL SILVER.  He looks back up at the sign, longingly.

   HENRY
  Maybe next time.

He continues the walk home.

EXT. STREET - HOUSE. DAY.

Henry walks along the road and past a SIGN POST which reads UNION STREET*.  As he enters his rather overgrown GARDEN, something catches his eye.

   HENRY
  What’s THIS?

Henry picks up an EMPTY DRINKS BOTTLE.  He looks up and down the street for the culprit. 
   HENRY
  Honestly, there are bins all over the place - bah!

Henry puts the bottle under his arm and enters the HOUSE.

INT. HOUSE. DAY.

Henry walks through the HALL, putting his HAT on the hook behind the door and into the KITCHEN.  He puts his SHOPPING BAG on the counter and PURPOSEFULLY but CAREFULLY places the BOTTLE in the BIN.
   HENRY
  I don’t know, some people these days just throw things wherever they choose.

Henry takes out a slightly CHIPPED and STAINED MUG.  He PART-FILLS the IRON KETTLE and puts it on the GAS STOVE, lighting it with a WHOOSH in the process.  He picks up a USED TEA BAG from a SAUCER on the counter top and PLOPS it into the mug.  From the FRIDGE, HENRY collects a NEARLY EMPTY MILK BOTTLE and allows himself the smallest of DROPS before returning it to the fridge.  He unpacks the shopping onto various shelves and cupboards.
The kettle starts to produce STEAM.  Using a CLOTH, Henry takes the kettle and pours some water in the mug.  No sooner has he returned the kettle to the stove, he takes a TEASPOON from the DRAWER and fishes out the teabag, putting it back on the saucer.

After a quick stir, he takes the mug with him into the LOUNGE.

INT. HOUSE - LOUNGE. DAY.

Henry sits on the single ARMCHAIR in the lounge, pulling his JACKET around him for extra warmth.  He takes a SIP from the mug and WINCES.
   HENRY (V.O.) (regretfully)

  Not quite the same after 3 cuppas.

Thoughts turn to a SNACK.  Henry shifts in the direction of the SMALL TABLE beside him and reaches for the RUSTY BISCUIT TIN.  He opens it but it’s EMPTY save for a few CRUMBS.  He SIGHS, closes the tin and replaces it on the table.  Suddenly, a revelation -
   HENRY
  The Mars bar!

Henry stands and goes to the MANTLEPIECE.  He picks up a JAR which contains some SMALL CHANGE and empties them into his hand.  He SIGHS and looks at the framed old BLACK AND WHITE PHOTO of a couple in the Sunday Best.  He DWELLS on the image for a second.  An unexpected thought ENTHUSIASTICALLY pulls him away.
INT. HOUSE - KITCHEN. DAY.

Henry gingerly picks the EMPTY BOTTLE out of the BIN and examines the LABEL, which states a 20p REFUND if it is returned.

   HENRY
  I knew it!

Henry scoops the bottle under his arm and EXITS the HOUSE, leaving his HAT on the hook.

EXT. SHOPPING PRECINCT. DAY

Henry strides along to the NEWSAGENTS.  He enters with the BOTTLE firmly CLASPED in his hand.

EXT. NEWSAGENTS. DAY.

A moment later, Henry exits the NEWSAGENTS.  He weighs the 20p COIN in his hand along with the other COINS from his pocket - 45p, still not enough.  He looks up and down the street in case some other bottles magically appear out of nowhere.  Something catches his eye in the NEWSAGENTS WINDOW.  It’s a card that reads: DOG WALKER REQUIRED. 50p PER WEEK. S REID, 13 UNION STREET.  Henry thinks for a moment.
   HENRY
  That’ll be Silvie.  I didn’t know she was still with us.

Henry turns and strides off.

EXT. 13 UNION STREET. DAY.

Henry walks past his HOUSE and on to NUMBER 13.  He purposefully walks up to the FRONT DOOR and RINGS the BELL.  SILVIE answers the door.

   SILVIE
  Hello?

   HENRY
  Silvie?  It’s me, Henry.  From number 2?

   SILVIE
  Oh, Henry, yes hello!  I didn’t know you were still with us.  I don’t get out much.

   HENRY
  No, neither do I.  Um, I’m calling about the card in the newsagents window.  About the dog walking?
   SILVIE
  Oh yes, Bessy.  Yes, she needs a good walk once a week.  Are you offering?

EXT. STREET. DAY.

Henry and BESSY are walking ROUND THE BLOCK.  You can’t quite tell who’s more excited, Henry or Bessy.

They walk past a TELEPHONE BOX.  Henry stops and checks for any leftover coins and delights at finding 10p.

   HENRY
  Oh I’m in for such a treat today, Bessy.

Bessy looks up at Henry, panting.  They continue their walk.
EXT. 13 UNION STREET. DAY.

Henry and Bessy return to SILVIE’S HOUSE.  She opens the door as they walk down the path.  Henry hands the LEAD back to Silvie.

   SILVIE
  Aww, did you enjoy that Bessy?  Thanks very much, Henry.

   HENRY 

  It’s not a problem.  
   SILVIE
  Let me just get my purse.

EXT. SHOPPING PRECINCT. DAY.

Henry bounds to the CHIP SHOP.  He enters.

EXT. CHIP SHOP. DAY

Henry exits the Chip Shop holding a POLYSTYRENE BOX.  He rushes home.
EXT. UNION STREET. DAY.

Henry RUSHES to his FRONT DOOR, taking three attempts to get the KEY in the lock.
INT. HOUSE - LOUNGE. DAY

Henry sits himself down in the ARMCHAIR, placing the BOX on his knees.  He OPENS it like it’s the Lost Ark of the Covenant.  He SMILES widely in the GLOW of the treat.
Henry REVERENTLY picks up the MARS BAR and takes a BITE.  He CHEWS, savouring the TASTE before taking another BITE.  He SLUMPS into his armchair with delight.

   HENRY
  That is just divine.
Before taking another bite, a THOUGHT comes to his mind.  He reaches into his POCKET and takes out the last 5p COIN.  He CAREFULLY places the BOX on the SMALL TABLE, stand up and walks to the MANTLEPIECE.  He picks up the JAR and is about to deposit the COIN but thinks twice and EXITS the room.
INT. HOUSE - BEDROOM. DAY.

Henry enters, CREAKS down onto ALL FOURS and pulls a LARGE BULGING SUITCASE from under the BED.
Henry carefully UNLOCKS the suitcase and opens it.  Inside are WADS OF MONEY, BAGS OF COINS, BANK BONDS and a PAINTING.

Henry selects one coin bags and drops in the coin.  He then picks up a SMALL NOTEPAD and PEN and SCRIBBLES a note.  He casts a quick eye of the suitcase.  He NODS, closes and LOCKS the suitcase before sliding it back under the BED.  He exits.

FIN.
